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A LITTLE GRAVE

Thrice now the wintry winds have blown
Above the yellow grass blades here,
And thrice the birds have sung and flown,
And thrice the leaves, all brown and
sere,
Have drifted softly. gently down,
While I, to win the praise of men,
Have labored in the busy town—
Forgetting now and then.

Forgetting? Nay, I have but tried
To laugh the ready tears away:
. With but an outward show of pride
I still have mourned from day to day,
And left the busy market-place,
At night, to sit apart, alone,
And, dreaming, feel a little face
Pressed softly to my own.

Thrice now the wintry winds have swept
Above my darling, sleeping here,
And I, unseen, to-day have wept
Out many a long, long treasured tear,
And where my hopeless teardrops fell
New flowers of hope have bloomed for
me—
Oh, I'll be glad in doing well,
Since one I love shall see.
—S. E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald.
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3] HAT do youn take me for, any-

way? Haven't you stuifed me
enough already? The idea of a deer
living in this kind of a country!” said
my friend Boswell one day, when we
were out hunting quail. It was on
one of the most forbidding parts of
ihe cobble-stone and cactus mesas
along the lower coast of California,
and when 1 suggested that we should
come out after deer the next day with
rifles T had quite forgotten how ab-
sord the same had seemed 1o me
to any
who has ever known much of deer
I induced him, however,
to try it, and as he had never had any
experience with deer except with the
had not
been out long -before his kicker was

idea
same vears before, as it must
cne

in the east.

shotegun before hounds, we

in good working order,

“Can’t you dig up something deeper
than this?” he started
across a big ravine. “If there is any-
thing I like it is a California eanyon
on a hot day.”

“We’ll have some hills that’ll make
up for the difference before we get
through,” 1 replied.

“You bet. There are some expecta-
tions here that never go back on me.
But how the deuce do you expect to
find any deer here? What is there for
them to live on?”

“What’s the matter with living on
climate, the same as some of the peo-
ple?”

“By Jove, there is some hope that
you'll live to tell the trath yet. I'm
afraid, though, you slipped that ad-
mission out accidentally,” he growled.

A glimmer of greyish brown
through a bush on a hillside made me
whirl my rifle from my shoulder be-
fore it came into full sight outside the
bush and showed it was a coyote get-
ting under full sail.

Joswell tumbled to the ground and
rolled with laughter. The best 1 could
do was to smile a cheap smile and
keep still.

It was my turn again before we
had gone half a mile. As we rounded
a point of rocks at the bottom of a
guleh, just above some brush about 60
yards ahead flared the big round ears
of a doe, and lower down, still larger
by contrast, were the ears of two
fawns; all looking much like huge
lobes of the dead prickly pear, with
Jittle besides the neck and part of
the back to indicate the difference. In
those days we paid no attention to
the sex of deer as we do now. It was
simply a question of whether we
wanted venison or not; and when we
went after any we made a practice
of wanting some. So T said:

“Therg are three deer. Hurry up,
too, for they see us and won’t stand
long.”

“Where? Where? Where?” he said,
looking in the direction in which *I
was pointing, while his hand trembled
on the rifle. “I don’t see any. Where
are they?” :

“Why, right over that brush there.
Don’t you see their ears?”

“What? That! Why, they're gone,”
he said, as with that mysterious pow-
er a deer has of folding his tent like
the Arab and silently stealing away,
they dropped their heads and left us
gazing at the brush.

“Why, darn it! I thought that was
cactus,” he said.

“0Of course. You never saw a deer
gtanding still before except in a pie-
ture. You were looking for the at-
titude of the sculptor’s warhorse, with
arched neck, mouth wide open, a
couple of dozen tines on his head all
flashing like streaks of lightning, sev-
eral hundred individual hairs all shin-
ing and plainly visible at 60 yards or
more: dew claws all drawn out in
full with glistening curve, with a
blinding glitter on perfect hoofs and
a line of dark jet for the split in the

said as we

hoof: Such a deer was never seen ex--

eept in a smoothly shaven park, but
that is exactly what the tenderfoot
is always looking for, and consequent-
ly he can’t see anything else.”
“Your granny’s nightcap. It’s in
the cussed country. Like everything
else here, mighty fine to talk about,
but don't stand inspection. Just like
you, always sneaking out when I cor-
‘per you on anything in that cussed
. book of yours that brought me out
~here to make a fool of myself when
e e et "3.'{'0‘7.* etter she
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that can get up and run and ain’t
afraid to show themselves, but depend
on speed and twisting to beat you in
decent style?”

“Well, maybe you can be accommo-
dated in that. We’'ll be in some big-
ger hills directly and maybe you'll
see something there with enough
speed and twist to be entertaining.
You can bet one thing, though, that
if you shoet at one, as you have been
in the habit of doing with a shotgun
before the hounds, you will make a
dead miss with the rifle most of the
time.”

“That kind of talk is all right for
those whe don't know how to shoot
a shotgun or anything else. But you
just run me up against one of your
deer if you want to see something
artistic.”

“And your talk is all right for one
who knows nothing about a rifle. But
I am surprised you should try to work
it on me when you know that I know
that you have never shot a rifle in
your life,” said I, with great gravity
of tone.

“You had better confine your tal-
ents to painting California rainbows.
Youw can fool people that way all
right. But you needn’t start in so
late in life to educate me on shoot-
ing.”

In about half an hour we were in
some higher hills and there we met
Bill Martin, another old companion
of mine, who was out after deer. As
we sat down to rest a bit Martin
pulled off his cartridge belt and laid
it on the ground » that Boswell
could see the end of the bullets. They
were hollow in the point and filled
with wax—some of the first expan-
sive bullets used in this country. Bos-
well took out one from the belt and
began to examine the ball with great
interest. \

“What’s this for?” he asked.

“That’s the chamber for the anti-
septic. It's capped with wax,” I re-
plied very seriously.

“Antiseptic!™ he
eyed.

“Yes.
make such long shots sometimes on
wild deer we have to have something
to keep the meat from spoiling in hot
weather before we can get to it. Mine
are that way, but they are all in the
magazine of the rifle.”

exclaimed, big-

In these big hills we have to

Martin took the cue in a twinkling
and, with an air quite as serious as
mine, asked me:

“What kind do you like best?”

“Why, concentrated creosote is the
best, if you are going to smoke ven-
ison. But for fresh meat chloride of
zine is the best,” I replied.

“I don’t like the idea of it, though.
Too much like embalming,” said Mar-
tin, with an air of disgest. “It's a
pity arsenic is poison, for it’s so sure
and don’t taste a bit. You can n()ti("v
just a faint taste from the chloride
if you have had to lose much time in
finding your game in the brush, or if
its got away wounded.”

Boswell had started to pick out the
wax with the point of his knife, but
had suspended operations and sat
looking at us with big-eyed wonder.
Neither of us quivered, but we contin-
ued the discussion in that line until
finally Boswell, with all the artless-
ness of a sucking lamb, gracing a
childlike smile of bashful incredulity,
said:

“Say, you fellows are fooling about
that, ain’t you?”

Whereupon we took a roll on the
ground, but he didn’t see anything
funny about it and kept a dignified
silence for the next hour, as he wan-
dered away by himself.

We finally beckoned him to us, for
we had found the track of two big
bucks. We told him to go and get
a position on the top of the ridge
where he could get a shot if they ran
around on either side.

“Pig tracks,” he said with contempt
as he looked at them.

“Well, you make goat tracks for
that ridge, and you may see some-
thing.”

“You just want to get me to climb
that big hill in the hot sun for noth-
ing” :

“It’ll be nothing all right enough,
for you'll never hit anything, but it's
worth something to see a good buck
run through the brush and rocks,”
said L.

“Another California fake, I'll bet a
dollar,” he muttered as he went off.

After waiting awhile for my friend
to reach the ridge, I sent Martin
around the hill one way while I took
the tracks that led the other way, so
that some one would have a chance
for a shot if we could start the deer.
After following the tracks about half
an hour, as they wound around a hill,
I reached the ridge that commanded
a view of the other side of the main
hill. As I followed the trail up its
side there was a heavy thump of
hoofs from its top and a grand smash
of brush. I scrambled to the top as
fast as I could, and reached its crest
well out of breath in time to see two
big bucks in high riochet career, now
clearing brush with lofty bound, then
diving through the heaviest like a
dolphin through the wave, now skip-
ping a huge bolder as if playing fol-
low my leader, then twisting around
some smaller one at an angle that
would almost unjoint the tail of a
rabbit.

It was only a wild and desperate
chance of touching one, but I whirled
the rifle from my shoulder and raised
it on the largest buck just as he rose
in a curve of glistening hair “high
above the brush, aiming low so as to
be safe against overshooting, because
his body would drop two or three feet
while the ball was making the trip.
I had the caleulation made in great
shape, when, just as 1 was about
ready to pull the trigger, the buck
suddenly wilted liRe a wet rag at the

top of his bound and at the same time
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It was a much longer shot than I
had to make, and mine would prob-
ably have been a miss, since no
amount of calculation will make any
certainty in such shots. I was so par-
alyzed with surprise that instead of
shooting at the other buck, which
was bounding away in plain sight, I
stood waiting for Boswell to shoot
at it. But, like all tenderfeet, he
had to take a repeater down from his
shoulder to work the lever, and that
little scrap of time is so valuable that
before he could get a sight with it, or
before I could come to my senses
again, the deer had whirled around a
point of rocks and down into a bushy
guleh.

“Well, do you think now there is
anything in California?” I asked, as
a huge smile illumined the somber
brush around the dead deer, which
was struck squarely in the middle of
the neck.

“You bet your boots there is.
There's a chap that can shoot,” re-
plied the proprietor of the smile.

I didn’t have much to, say to that,
and he resumed:

“Durned poor shot, though, too,
I'm out of practice some. I meant
to hit him right where the spinal col-
umn joins the brain, and durned if I
ain’t three inches too far back. Talk
about your antiseptics. DBah! You
don’t need any if you point the gun
right. You want to touch the spinal
marrow and then you won’t have to
chase. any wounded ones around in
the brush. And if you ain’t too slow
about it you don’t need to take many
long shots.”

I stood half paralyzed again at his
audacity, for when a deer is struck at
the top of his leap at such a distance
it is certain that he was at the low-
est point of the arch when the trig-
ger was pulled and the danger of
overshooting is so great anyhow that
no one of experience tries to aim a
ball so that a deer will rise to meet
it, but just the reverse, so that he will
descend to meet it. And even if the
deer were standing still, such 2 shot
would be the last one of any sense
would try to make for the mark is
far too small. But I was afraid to
argue the point with him, and at last
ventured timidly to ask:

“If you are such a fine shot as that,
why didn’t you take the other one?”

“Great Caesar! How many bucks
do you want in one day? Do you
take me for a game hog?” he replied,
with an air of astonishment that
would have made a reputation on the
Los Angeles Herald Illustrated
Magazine.

IN THE INTEREST OF SCIENCE.

One of the Drawbacks to Sogial Ian=
timacy with a Chemist of Blunt
Faculties.

When one’s friend is a scientist and
given to experiments a little caution
may not be out of place before con-
senting to do him a fawver.
however, did not occur to a certain
well-known publie man whose experi-
ence is related in an Australian paper.

He went to the laboratory of an
old schoolmate, a Melbourne profess-
or of chemistry, to make a friendly
call. The professor was studying a
dark brown substance spread out on
a sheet of paper.

“I say,” he cried, when greetings
had been exchanged, “would you
kindly let me place a bit of this on
your tongue? My taste has become
vitiated by trying all sorts of things.”

“Certainly,” responded the accom-
modating friend, and he promptly
opened his mouth. i

The professor took up some of the
substance under analysis and put it
on his friend’s tongue. The man
worked it around in his mouth for
fully a minute, tasting it as much as
he might have tasted a choice confec-
tion.

“Note any effect?” asked the pro-
fessor.

“No, none.”

“It doesn’'t paralyze or prick your
tongue?”

“Not than I can detect.”

“I thought not. There are no alka-
loids in it, then. How does it taste?”

“Bitter as gall.”

“Hem-m-m! All right.”

By this time the visitor’s curiosity
was aroused. “But what is it, any-
how?"” he inquired.

don’t know.

| That’s what I'm
trying to find out. Someone has been
poisoning horses with it.”

Only Tweo Held the Office.

A town in central Illinois boasted
for many years of a most ornamental
figure which adorned the town square
seven days in the week. His name
was Price Poor and in splendor of
attire he rivaled the Beau Hickman
of the capital. He had a numerous
family, which he kept well in the
background, and an assertive wife,
who kept him well in the background
during the few hours he spent at
In the -course of political
events in Hlinois Price Poor was elect-
ed justice of the peace. He was proud-
er of the office than a bird of para-
dise. The neighbors shared his
glory by reflection. One of them was
seated in Justice Poor’s sitting room
one day soon after the election and
heard the justice talking with his old-
est son. “Is we all jestices, paw?”
the boy asked wistfully. The old man
had something of an impediment in
his speech. “Eh-no, my son,” he an-
swered. “Only eh-me and eh-your
maw.”—Chicago Chronicle.

Cruel Jest.

Mrs. Gaussip—I understand from
Mrs. Jokey that your doctor has been

guilty of conduct unbecoming a gen- |

tleman.
+ Mrs. Meekley S
“For goodness sake! Hoy

'l‘ha&;

;Eﬁf“ﬁxim;_um, I MUST SIT DOWN AND READ THIS GRATI-

FYING NEWS OVER AGAIN.”
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—Chicago Record-Herald.

THE AUTOMOBILE FACE.

Marks Whiech the Feaiures of Beau-
tiful Women Are Alone Proof
Against,

Another facial contortion has been
added to the list that has been grow-
ing ever since the bicycle face ap-
peared a few years ago when the
craze for the wheel became general.
The wheeling face was easily recog-

nized. The set expression, the
strained eye, and often the sadly
drawn-up mouth became distin-

guishing characteristics of the faces
of bicyclists, both men and women.

Since then the coupon thumb and
the ticker eye have appeared in Wall
street, and golf has had its shin and
its arm. Of late it has been asserted
by physicians and artists that the eye
of the golf enthusiast may be recog-
nized by its fixed, steady gaze, similar
to that observable in the eye of the
yachtsman, says the New York Sun.

The golf eye, of course, comes from
the strdin of following the ball's
course through the air, just as the
sailor's eye becomes fixed from look-
ing over the sea for great distances.
Sometimes the foreheagd wrinkles ha-
bitually with both the golfer and the
yachtsman.

The hands and arms of the women
golf players are easily recognizable.
The arms show the brown tinge from
the sun half way to the elbow, and
no matter how carefully the hands
are looked after the fingers of the
player show a tendency to become
broad and flat, while the game plays
havoe with the nails. Manicure oper-
ators say that the game has caused
a boom in their trade, and that wom-
en who once indulged only occasion-
ally in the professional treatment are
now obliged to have their nails gone
over twice and three times a week.

Doctors say also that golf 'gives
the body a sturdy but graceful pose.
Women who drive well over the links
unconsciously form the habit of
standing very squarely with the feet
wide apart and the heels and toes flat
on the ground.

The mind is intent on retaining the
pose, and it clings to the player when
the game is done. The movements of
the arms and limbs become freer
through the exercise and walking re-
quired, and this has produced the so-
called athletic type of girl.

Now the automobile has marked
its vietims® faces with a set expres-
sion that tends to become a decided
frown. It is already well defined on
the features of several well-known
men who have taken up the sport.

There is more reason for the auto-
mobile face than any other of .the
others recorded. The strain of run-
ning one of the machines is intense.
The wind naturally beats against the
face, and the operator lowers his
head against it and contracts his
brows in the unconscious effort to
protect his eyes from dust.

In crowded thoroughfares there is
always more or less danger of an ac-
cident from collision or the running
down of careless drivers or pedestri-
ans, who seem in many cases to be
dazed by the bell instead of warned
by it. Horses have not yet grown ac-
customed to the whizzing vehicles and
frequently rear and run away.

All this danger causes the chauf-
feur to feel a nervous tension which
leaves its mark indelibly on the face.
The result is a permanent and disa-
greeable frown.

Every occupation has its marks.
Even the prize fichters who desert

the ring for the stage cannot be brok-
en of the custom of erouching as
they advance to meet the leading lady
in love scenes, with the chin well for-
ward and down and the eye alert in-
stead of tender. Painters and sculp-
tors have queer hand characteristies,
the thumbs being specially marked in
type.

Librarians readily acquire the
studious stoop. Doctors are recog-
nizable by a certain calm demeanor
which is a part of the profession.

Actors who, in their work, have to
study all the traits of face and man-
ner that mark the different callings
and professions, are themselves quite
easily recognizable. Priests have
been mistaken for actors, but an ac-
tor has never been taken for a priest.
Both are close shaven, but the actor
is apt to be lean and the clergyman
stout. The lips of the latter, how-
ever, have never the
elocution of the actor.

The only human beings who seem
to escape the inexorable marks of
their occupation or fad are beautiful
women, whose faces rarely express
anything but artistic perfection.
Someoné has discovered of late that
vanity is one of the finest forms of
contentment. The beauty habit

i grows on a woman, and sometimes,

sad to relate, on a man, and the re-
sult is an unmistakable look of self-
satisfaction, which is the distinguish-
ing trait of face.

It is one form of contentment and
has its good points, for contentment
with conditions is said to be a sure
antidote for lines, frowns and the
other marks of the too strenuous
liver.

A Distinetion.

Mr. O'Grady (reading paper)—Oi see
here, Bridget, thot a mon fell 15 shtor-
ies down an elevator shaft.

Mrs. O’Grady—Oh, the poor mon!
Did he die? ‘

“Naw! Oi guess he didn’t hov toime.
The paper sez he wor kilt inshtantly.”
—Judge.

Troubles of the Rich.

Mrs. Cobwigger—I suppose you find
your social duties much more oner-
ous since you became so rich?

Mrs. gParvenue—Yes, indeed, my

dear. I have had to cultivate an en-
tirely new set of acquaintances.—
Judge.
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DL GRASS NURSERLES,

FALL, 1901.

Fruit and Ornamental Trees, Grape
Vines, Small Fruits, Asparagus, and
sverything for Orchard, Lawn and Gar«
den. We sell direct, at right prices, to
the planter and have no agents. Gen-
eral catalogue on application to

H. F. HILLENMEYER,
Both Telephones. Lexington, Ky,
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Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what you eat.

This preparation contains all of the
digestants and digests all kinds of
food. Itgivesinstantreliefand never
fails to cure. It allowsyou te eat all
the :00d you want. The most sensitive
stomachs can take it. By its use many
thqusands of dyspeptics have been
cured after everything else failed. It
prevents formation of gas on the stom-
ach, relieving all distress after eating.
Dietingunnecessary. Pleasant to take,

it can’t help
but do you good

Srepared only by E. 0. DEWITT & OO., Chicage
'.l‘hg‘ll. bottle o%-t.unl 2% times the 50c. sizs.

CHICHESTER'S ENBLISHS
PENNYROYAL PILLS

ot R
o .o g,
gt ae® Sugg,® an
“‘ lt“t
ooV %8,
Safe. Always reliable. Ladi ask D for
CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH In and

Gold metallic boxes, sealed with blue ribben.
Take no other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send 4e. in stamps for Particalars, Testi-
onials and “ Relief for Ladies,” in letter,
returna Mail. 10,000 Testimonials. Sold by
all Druggists.
CHBICHESTER CHEMICAL CO.
2100 Madison Square, PHILA,, FPA
Mention this paper.
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A New and Compl

Teatme €0
BUPPOSITORIES, et ey L

U3 n
les of Qintment gnd two
Boxes of Olnument. A never failingCure g} Piles
of every nature and degres. limakesanoperation
with the kaife or injecsions of earbolicacid, whick
are painful and seidom a permanentoure, and often
resuling, in death, unnecessary. Why endure
th rrible diseaase? We Pack 1 Written
Quarantes in each §1 Box. You only pay for
bene tdmoelvod. 50c. and §1 & box, 6 for Sent

°" APANESE PILE OINTMENT, 25¢. 2 Box.
CONSTIPATIQN turcd, Piles Prosentad,

the at LIVER EURMACH REGULATOR
and S‘EOOD Pﬂnlmul. mild and pleasant
to take, especiall

adapted for children's use. &)
cents. NOTICE.~The Genuine fresh
2apauese Pile Cure for sale ouly by

W. T. Brooks.

This Will Interest Many.

To quickly introdece B. B.  B. (Bo-
tanic Blood Balm), the fainous Southern
blood cure, into new homes, we will
send, absolutely free, 10,000 trial treat-
ments. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
quickly cyres old ulcers, carbuucles,
pimples of offensive eruptions, pains in
bones or joints, rhenmatism, scrofula,
exezema, itching skin and blood humors,
cancer, eating, festering sores, boils,
catarrh, or any blood or skiu trouble.
Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B) heals
every sore or pimple, makes the blood
pure and rich and stops all aches and

ains. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
horoughly tested for thirty years im
hospital and private practice, and has
cured thousands of cases given up aa
hopeless. Sold at drup stores, $1 per
large bottle. For free treatment write
te Blood Balm Co., Atlanta, Ga = Medi-
cine sent at once, prepaid. Describs
trouble and free medical advice given.
Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.) gives
life vigor and strength to the blood,
the finest Blood Purijer made -
tanic. Blood Balm (B. B.'B.) gives a
healthy Blood supply to the skin and
antire system.

Nouce.

To Policy Holders in Old Line Com
panies: Bewareof the confidence gams
played by the pious Insurance Agent.
who wants to do you the favor of
switching you from your company to
his. All companies write numerous
plans of insurance and every plan costs
a different price. You get value re-
ceived for any plan you buy, from any
Old Line Company When the con-
fidence man shows you a plan differing
from the one you have, whick is part of
the game, and should you prefer this
particular plan write to the Agent or
Company who insured you and get it,
and thereby save what you paid. Don’t
be an easy mark. There are millions of.
dollars lost each year by policyholders.
being duped by confidence men.

H. C. WiLsoxy.

‘

To Cure A Cold in One Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets
All druggiscts refund the money if it
fails to cure. E. W. Grow’s signature
s on each box. 25e. (328-1yT)

My agency insures against fire,
wind and storm—best old, reliable
prompt paying companies—nons=
union. W. O._HINTON, Agt.

Or acceptable 1deas.
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